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NE summer night, a few months
after my marriage, I was seat-
ed by my own hearth smoking
a last pipe and nodding over a

novel, for my day’'s work had been an
exhausting one. My wife had already
&one upstairs, and the sound of the
locking of the hall door some time be-
fore told me that the servants had also
retired. I had risen from my seat and
was knocking out the ashes of my pipe
when I suddenly heard the clang of the
bell.

I looked at the c’ock. It was a 'quar-
ter to 12. This couid not be a visitor at
£0 late an hour. A patient, evidently,
and possibly an all-night sitting. With
& wry face I went out into the hall and
opened the door. To my astonishment
it was Sherlock Holmes who stood upon
my step.

“Ah, Watson " said he, “I hoped that
I might not be too late to catch you.”

“My dear fellow, pray come in.”
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“You look surprised, and no wonder!
Relieved, too, I fancy! Hum! You still
smoke the Arcadia mixture of your
bachelor days then! There's no mistak-
ing that fluffy ash upon your coat. It's
easy to tell that you have been accus-
tomed to wear a uniform, Watson.
You'll never pass as a pure-bred civilian
as long as you keep that habit of carry-
ing our handkerchief in your slzeve.
Could you put me up tonight?”

“With pleasure.”

“You told me that you had bachelor
quarters for one, and I see that you
have no gentleman visitor at present.
Your hat-stand proclaims as much.”

“I shall be delighted if you will stay.”

*Thank you. I'll fill the vacant peg
then. Sorry to see ihat you've had the
British workman in the house. He's a
token of evil. Not the drains, I hope?”

“No, the gas.”

“Ah! He has left two nail marks from
his boot upon your lincleum just where
the light strikes it. No, thank you, I
had some supper at Waterloe, but I'll
smoke a pipe with you with pleasure.”

I handed him my pouch, and he seat-
ed himself opposite to me and smoked
for some time in silence. 1 was well
aware that nothing but business of im-
portance would have brought him to me
at such an hour, so 1 waited pratiently
until he should come round to it.

“I see that you are professionally rath-
er busy just now,” said he, glancing
very keenly across at me.
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“Yes, I've had a busy day,” 1 answer-
ed. “It may seem very foolish in your
eyes,” I added, “but realiy I don't
know how you deducgd it.”

Holmes chuckled to himself.

“I have the advantage of knowing your
habits, my dear Watson,” said he.
“When your round is a short one you
walk, and when it is a long one you use
a hansom. '‘As 1 perceive that your
boots, although used, are by no means
dirty, I cannot doubt that ycu are at
present busy enough to justify the han-
som.””

“Excellent!” I cried.

“Elementary,” said he. “It is one of
those instances where the reascner can
produce an effect which seems remark-
able to his neighbor, because the latter
has missed the one iittle point which
is the basis of the deduction. The same
may be said, my dear fellow, for the
effect of some of these little sketches
of yours, which is entirely merctricious.
depending as it does upon your retain-
ing in your own hands some factors in
the problem which are never imparted
to the reader. Now, at present I am in
the position of these same readers, for
I hold in this hand several threads of
one of the strangest cases which ever
perplexed a man's brain, and yet I lack
the one or two which are needful to
complete my theory. But I'll have them
Watson, I'll have them!” His eves
kindled and a slight flush srrang into
his thin cheeks. For an instant the veil
had lifted upon his keen, intcnse nature,
but for an instant only. When I glanced
again his face had resumed that red-
Indian composure which had made so
many regard him as a machine rather
than a man.
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“The problem presents features of in-
terest,” said he. *“I may even say ex-
ceptional features of interest. 1 have
already looked into the matter, and have
come, as I think, within sight of my so-
lution. If you could accompany me in
that last step yvou might be of consid-
erable service to me.”

“I should be delighted.”

“Could you go as far as Aldershot
tomorrow?"”

“I have no doubt Jackson would take
my practice.”

“Very good. I want to start by the
11:10 from Waterloo.”

“That would give me time.”

“Then, if you are not too sleepy, I
will give you a sketch of what has hap-
pened, and of what remans to he Jdone.”

“I was sleepy before you cume. I am
quite wakeful now.”

“I will compress the story as far as
may be done without omitting anything
vital to the case. It is conce!v?’ le that
you may even have read some account
of the matter. It is the supposed mur-
der of Colonel Barclay, of ‘e Royal
Munsters, at Aldershot, whica I am in-
vestigating.””

“I have heard nothing of it.”
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“It has not excited much attention
yet, except locally. The facts are only
two days old. Briefly they are these:

“The Royal Munsters is, as you know,
one of the most famous Irish regiments
in. the British army. It did wonders
both in the Crimea and the Mutiny, and
has since that time distinguished itself
upon every possible occasion. It was
ecommanded up to Monday night by
James Barclay, a gallant veteran, who
started as a full private, was raised to
commissioned rank for his bravery at
the time of thé Mutiny, and so lived to
ecommand the regiment in which he had
once carried a musket.

“Colonel Barclay had married at the
time when he was a sergeant, and his
wife, whose malden name was Miss Nancy
Devoy, was the daughter of a former
color-sergeant in the same corps. There
was, therefore, as can be Imagined, some
little social friction when the young
couple (for they were =till young) found
themselves in their new surroundings.
They appear, however, to have quickly
gdapted themselves, and Mrs, Barclay
has always, I understand, been

popular with the ladies of the regiment !

s her husband was with his brother
officers. 1 may add that she was a

i
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woman of great beauty, and that even
now, when she has been married for
upward of thirty years, she is still of
a striking and queenly appearance.
““Colonel Barclay's family life sppears
to have been a uniformly happy one.
Major Murphy, to whom I owe most of
my facts, assures me that he has never
heard of any misunderstanding between
the pair. On the whole, he thinks that
Barclay’'s devotion to his wife was
greater than his wife’s to Barclay. He
was acutely uneasy if he were absent
frem her for a day. She, on the other
hand, though devoted and faithful, was
less cbtrusively affectionate. But they

were regurded in the regiment as the|.

very model of a middle-aged couple.
There was absolutely nothing in their
mutual relations to prepare people for
the tragedy which was to follow.

% %

“Colonel Barclay himself seems to
have had some singular traits in his
character. He was a dashing, jovial
old soldier in his usual mood, but there
Were occasions on which he seemed to
show himself capable of considerable
violence and vindictiveness. This side of
his nature, however, appears never to
have been turned toward his wife.
Another fact, which had struck Major
Murphy and three out of five of tne
other ofiicers with whom I conversed,
was the singular sort of depression
which came upon him at times. As the
major expressed it, the smile had often
been struck from his mouth, as if by
some invisible hand, when he has been
joining in the gayeties and chaff of the
mess-table. For days on end, when the
mood was on him; he has been sunk
in the deepest gloom. This and a cer-
tain tinge of superstition were the only
unusuai traits in his character which
his brother officers had observed. The
latter peculiarity took the form of a dis-
like to being left alone, especially after
dark. This puerile feature in a nature
which was conspicuously manly had
often given rise to. comment and con-
Jecture.

““The first battalion of the Royal
Munsters (which is the old 117th) has
been stationed at Aldershot for some
years. The married officers iive out of
barracks, and the colonel has during
all this time occupied a villa called
Lachine, about half a mile from the
north camp. The house stands in its
own grounds, but the west side of it is
not more than thirty yards from the
highroad. A coachman and two malds
form the staff of servants. These with
their master and mistress were the sole
occupants of Lachine, for the Barclays
had no children, nor was it usual for
them to have resident visitors.

“Now for the events at Lachine be-
tween 9 and 10 on the evening of last
Monday.
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“Mrs. Barclay was, it appears, 2 mem-
ber of the Roman Catholic Church, and
had interested herself very much in the
establishment of the Guild of St. George,
which was formed in connection with
the Watt Street Chapel for the purpose
of supplying the poor with cast-of
clothing. A meeting of the guild had
been held that evening at 8 and Mrs.
Barclay had hurried over her dinner in
order to be present at it. When leaving
the house she was heard by the coach-
man to make some commonplace remark
to her husband, and to assure him that
she would be back before very long.
She then called for Miss Morrison, a
young lady who lives in the next villa,
and the two went off together to their
meeting. It lasted forty minutes, and
at a quarter past 9 Mrs: Barclay re-
turned home, having left Miss Morrison
at her door as she passed.

“There is a room which is used as a
morning room at Lachine. This faces
the road and opens by a large glass

folding-door onto the lawn. The lawn
is thirty yards across, and is only
divided from the highway by a low

wall with an iron rail above it. It was
into this room that Mrs. Barclay went
upon her return. The blinds were not
down, for the room was seldom used in
the evening, but Mrs. Barclay herself
lit the lamp and then rang the bell,
asking Jane Stewart, the housemalid,
to bring her a cup of tea, which was
quite contrary to her usual habits. The
colonel had been sitting in the dining-
room, but hearing that his wife had re-
turned he joined her in the morning
room. The coachman saw him cross
the hall and enter 1t. He was never
seen again allve.
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“The tea which had been ordered was
brought up at the end of ten minutes;
but the maild, as she approached the
door, was surprised to hear the voices
of her master and mistress In furlous
altercation. She knocked without re-
ceiving any answer, and even turned the
handle, but only to find that the door
was locked upon the inside. Naturaliy
enough she ran down to tell the cook,
and the two women with the coachman
came up into the hall and listened to
the dispute which was still raging. They
all agreed that only two voices were to
be heard, those of Barclay and of his
wife. Barclay's remarks were subdued
and abrupt so that none of them were
audible to the listeners. The lady's, on
the other hand, were most bitter, and
when she raised her volce could be plain-
1y heard. ‘You coward!” she repeated
over and over again. ‘“What can be
done now?. What can be done now? Give
me back my life. I will never s0 much
as breathe the same air with you again!
You cowagrd! You coward!" Those were
scraps her conversation, ending in
a sudden dreadful ery in the man’s voice
with a crash, and a plerciag scream
from the woman. Convinced that some
tragedy had occurred, the coachman
rushed to the door and strove to force
it, while scream after scream Iissued
from within. He was unable, however,
to make his way In, and the maids were
too distracted with fear to be of any
assistance to him. A sudden thought
struck him, however, and he ran through
the hall door and round to the lawn
upon which the long French windows
open. One side of the window was open,
which I understand was quite usual in
the summer time, and he passed without
difficulty Intg the room. Jis mistress
had ceased to scream and was stretched
insensible upon a coach, while with his
feet tilted over the side of an armchalir,
and his head upon the grcund near the
corner of the fender, was lying the un-
fortunate soldier stone dead in a pool of
his own blood.

*“*Naturally,
thought, on
nothing for
the door.

o

the coachman's
finding that he could do
his master, was to open
But here an unexpected and
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singular difficulty presented itself. The
key was not in the inner side the
door, nor couid he find it anywhere n
the room. He went out again, therefore,
through the window, and having obtain-
ed the help of a policeman and of a
medical man, he returned. The lady,
against whom naturally the strongest
suspicion rested, was removed to her
room, €till in a state of Insensibility. The
colonel’'s body was then placed upon
the sofa, and a careful examination
made of the scene of the tragedy.

“The injury from which the urnfer-
tunate veteran was suffering was found
to be a jagged cut some two inches long
at the back part of his head, which had
evidently been caused by a violent blow
from a blunt weapon. Nor was it dif-
ficult to guess what that weapon may
have been. Upon the floor, close to the
body, was lying a singular club of hard
carved woed with a bone handle. The
colonel possessed 2. varied collection of
weapons brought from the different
countries in which he had fought, and
it 1s conjectured by the police that this
club was among his trophies. The serv-
ants deny having seen it before, but
among the numerous curiosities in the
house it is possible that it may have
been overlooked. Nothing else of im-
portance was discovered in the room by
the police, save the inexplicable et
that neither upon Mrs. Barclay’s person
nor upon that of the victim nor in any
part of the room was the missing key
to be found. The door had eventually
to be opened by a locksmith from Alder-

shot.
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“That was the state of things, Watson,
whep upon the Tuesday morning I, at
the request of Major Murphy, went
down to Aldershot to supplement the ef-
forts of the police. I think that yvou will
acknowledge that the problem was al-
ready one of interest, but my observa-
tions soon made me relaize that it was
in truth much more extraordinary than
would at first sight appear.
“Before examining the room
questioned the servants, but

of

I cross-
only suc-

ceeded in ellciting the facts which I
have already stated. One other detail
of intercst was remembered by Jane
Stewart, the housemaid. You will re-

member that on hearing the sound of
the quarrel she descended and raturned
with the other servants. On that first
cccasion, when she was alone, she says
that the volices of her master and mis-_
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were sunk so low that he could
hardly anything, and judged by
their tenes rather than their words that
they had fallen out. On my pressing
her, however, she remembered that ghe
heard the word David uttered twice by
the lady. The point is of the utmost
importance as guilding us towara the
reason of the sudden quarrel. The col-
onel’'s name, you remember, was James.

“There was one thing in the case
which had made the deepest lmpression
both upon the servants and tha police.
This was the contortion of col-
onel's face. It had set, according to
their account, into the most Qreadful
expression of fear and horror which
a human countenance is capable of as-
suming. More than one person fainted
at.the mere sight of him, so terrible
was the effect. It was quite certain
that he had foreseen his fate, and that
it had caused him the utmost horror.
This, of course, fitted in well cuough
with the police theory, {f the colonel
could have seen his wife making a
murderous attack upon him, Nor was
the fact of the wound being on the
back of his head a fatal cbjsction to
this, as he might have turnsd to avoid
the blow. No information epuld be got
from the lady herself, whoe was tem-
porarily insane from an acute attack of
brain fever.
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“From the police I learnel that Aliss
Morrison, who you’remembér wen:i ont
that evening with Mrs. Barriny, denied
having any knowledge of what it was
which had caused the ill-humor in
whiclhi her companion had returned.

“Having gathered these facts, Wat-
son, I smoked several pipes over them,
trying to separate those whicn were
crucial from others which were merecly
.ncldental. There could be no question
that the most distinctive and sugges-
rive point in the case was the singuatar
disappearance of the door key. 4 most
careful search had failed to discover it
in the room. Therefore it must
been taken from it. But neither the
colornel nor the colonel's wife could
have taken it. That was perfectly clear.
Therefore a third person must have en-
tered the room. And that third person
could only have come in through the
window. It seemed to me that a care-
ful examination of the rocom anrd the
lawn might possibly reveal some traces
of this mysterious individual. You
know my methods, Watson, There was

have

not one of them which I did not apply
to the inquiry. And it ended by my
disclosing traces, but very different
ones from those which I had expected.
There had been a man in the room,
and he had crossed the lawn coming
from the road. I was able to obtain
five vary clear impressions of his foot-
marks; one in the roadway itself, at the
point where he had climbed the low
wall, two on the lawn, and two very
faint ones upon the stained boards
near the window where he had entered.
He had apparently rushed across the

lawn, for his toe-marks were much
deeper than his heels. But it was not
the man who surprised me. It was

his companion.”

*““His companion!”

Holmes pulled a large sheet 02 tissua
paper out of his pocket and carefully
unfolded it upon his knee.

**What do you make of 1t?” he asked.

The paper was covered with tracings
of the foot-marks of some small animal.
It had five well-marked foot-pads, an
indfcation of long nails, and the whole
print might be nearly as large as a des-
sert spoon.
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“It's a dog,” saild 1.

“Did you ever hear of a dog running
up a curtain? I found distincet traces
that this creature had done so.”

“A monkey, then?”

“But it 1s not the print of 2 mon-
key.”

‘“What can it be, then?”

“Neither dog nor cat nor monkey nor
any creature that we are familiar with.
I have tried to reconstruct it from
measurements. Here are four prints
where the beast has been standing mo-
tionless. You see that it is no less than
fifteen inches from fore-foot to hind.
Add to that the length of neck and
head, and ycu get a creature not much
less than two feet long—probably mors
if there is any tail. But now observe
this other measurement. The animal
has been moving, and we have the
length of its stride. In each case it is
only about three inches. You have an
indication, you see, of a long body with
very short legs attached to it. It has
not been considerate enough to leave
any of its hair behind it. But its gen-
eral shape must be what I have indi-
cated, and it can run up a curtain, and
it is carnivorous.”

“How 4o you deduce that?”’

“Because it ran up the curtain. A

canary’s cage was hanging in the win-
dow, and its aim seems to have been

to get at the bird.”

“Then what was the beast?”
““Ah, if I could give it a name it might

go 2
On the whole,

long way toward solving the case.
it was probably

some

creature of the weasel and stoat tribe—
and yet it Is larger thadn any of these

that I have seen.”

-3
“But what had
crime?"”’

we

‘““That, also, is still obscure.

it to do with the

But we

have learned a good deal, you perceive.
We know that a man stood in the road

looking at the quarrel

between

the

Barclayvs—the blinds were up and the

room lighted.

We know, also, that he

ran across the lawn, entered the room,
accompanied by a strange animal, and
that he either struck the colonel or, as

is equally possible, that the colonel fell |

down from sheer fright at the sight of
him, and cut his head on the corner of

the fender.
rious fact

Finally,
that

we have the cu-

the intruder cartied

away the key with him when he left.

“Your discoverieg seem to have

left

the business more obscure than it was

before,” said I.
“Quite so.
that

was at first conjectured.
matter over, and
clusion
from another aspect.

I came to
that I must approach the case
But really, Wat-

They undoubtediy showed
the affair was much de¢eper than

I t".omht the

the con-

son, I am keeping yvou up, ana I might
just as well tell you all this on onr way

to Aldershot tomorrow."”

“Thank you; vou have gone rather too

far to stop.”
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y left the house at 7:3¢
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Mrs.

k she

was on good terms with her husband.

She was never,

heard by the coachman
the colonel in a friendlyv

it was equally certain that, immediate- |

as I think I
ostentatiously affectionate, but she wi

have

chatting
fashion.

said,

s
with
Now,

ly on her return, she had gone tc the
room in which she was least likely to
see her husband, had flown to tea as

an agitated woman will, and finally, on

his coming in to her,
violent recriminations.
thing had
o'clock which

had comp

occurred between

7:30
letely

had broken into
Therefore some
and 9
altered

her feelings toward him. But Miss Mor-

rison had been with her

during

the

! only

The original seriesyof Co-
nan Doyle’s great detee-
tive stories, which gave
him infernational fame, are
acknowledged by practi-
cally all the ecrities to be
superior in plot and inter-
est to the later adventures
. which have won such gen-:
erous applause. The .call
for the first stories has
been so insistent that The
Times has made a special
arrangement with Harper
Bros., who own the origi-
nal copyright of the series,
and will present these mas-
terpieces of ingenuity to its
readers through the col-
umns of the Sunday edi-
tion.

whole of that hour and a half. 1t was
absolutely certain, therefore, in - jite of
her denial, that she must know some-
thing of the matter.

“My first eonjecture was that possibly
there had been some passages between
this young lady and the old soldier,
which the former had now confessed to
the wife. That would account for the
angry return, and also for the girl's
denial that anything had occurred. Nor
would it be entirely incompatible with
most of the words overheard. But there
was the reference to David, and there
was the known affection of the colonel
for his wife, to weigh against it, to say
nothing of the tragic intrusion of this
man, which might, of course, be entire-
1y disconnected with what had gone be-
fore. It was not easy to pick one's
steps, but, on the whole, I was inclined
to dismiss the idea that there had been
anything between the colonel and Miss
Morrison, but mere than ever convinced
that the young lady held the clue as to
what it was which had turned Mrs.
Barclay tc hatred of her husband. I
took the obvious course, therefore, of
calling upon Miss M., of explaining to
her that I was perfectly certain that
she held the facts in her possessicn, and
of assuring her that her friend, Mrs,
Barclay, micht find herself in the dock
upon a capital charge unless the matter
were cleared up.
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“Miss Morrison Is a Nttle ethereal
slip of a girl. with timid eyes and blonde
halr, but I found ker by no means want-
ing In shrewdness and common sense.
She sat thinking for somse time after I
had spcken, and then, turning to me
with a brisk air of resolution, she
broke into a remarkable statement,
which T will condense for your benefit.

** ‘1 promised my friend that I wowld
say nothing of the matter, and a prom'se
is a promise,” said she; ‘but i I can
really help her when so serious a charge
is lald against her, and when her own
mouth, poor darling, is closed by ill-
ness, then I think I am absolved from
my promise. I will tell you exactly
what happened upon Monday evening.

“ “We were returning from the Watt
Street Mission about a gquarter to 3§
o'clock. On our way we had to pass
through Hudson s‘reet, which is a very
qulet thoroughfare. There is only one
iamp in it, upon the lert-hand side, and
as we sapproached this lamp I saw a
man coming towards us with his back
very bent, and something like a box
slung over one of his shoulders. XHe
appeared to be deformed, for he carried
his head low and waiked with his kneeg
bent. We were passing him when has
raised his face to look at us in the cir-
cle of light thrown by the lamp, and as
he did so he stopped and screamed out
in a dreadful voice, “My God, it's
Nancy!” Mrs. Barclay turned as white
as death, and would have falien down
had the dreadful-locking creature not
caught hold of her. I was going to call
for the police, but she, to my surprise,
spoke quite civilly to the fellow.

“¢“I thought you had been dead thig
thirty years, Henry,” said she, iIn a
shaking voice.

“**“So I have,” sald he, and it was
awful to hear the tones that he said it
in. He had a very dark, fearsoma face,
and a gleam in his eyes that comes baek
to me in my dreams. His hair and
whiskers were shot with gray, and his
face was all erinkled and puckered like
a withered apple.

“«aJust walk on a little way, dear,™
said Mrs. Barclay; “I want to haves &
word with this man. There is nothing
to be afraid of.” She tried to speak
Loldly, but she was still deadly pale and
could hardly get her words out for the
rrembiing of her lips.
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“¢] did as she asked me, and they
talked together for a ‘ew minutes. Then
she came down the street with her eres
blazing, and I saw the crippled wretch
standing by the lamppost and shaking
his clenched fists in the air as if he
were mad with rage. She never said &
word until we were at the door here,
when she took me by the hand and
begged me to tell no one what had hape
pened.

««urt's an old acquaintance of mine
who has come down in the world,” said
she. When I promised her I wou'd say
nothgpg she kissed me, and I have nevep
seen her since. I have told you now
the whole truih, and if I withheld ¢
from the police it is because I did not
realize then the danger in which my
dear friend stoed. I know that it cam
be to her advantage that every-
thing should be known.

“Therr was her statement, Watsong
and to me, as you can imagine, it was
like & light on a dark night. Everything
swhich had been cdisconnected before be=
gan at once to assume its true place,
and I had a shadowy presentiment of
the whole sequence of events. My next

-

step obviously was to find the man who
had produced such remarkable im-
pression upon Mrs If he were

still in Aldershot it sheuld not be a very
difficult matter. There are not such g
very great number of civilians, and &
deformed man was sure to have attract-
>d attention, I ent a day in the
search, and by evening—this very evn=
, Watson—I had run him down. The
man’s name is Henry Wood, and he

(Continued on Page Four, This Section.)




